




The Tragedie 

Thou hadft cald me all thefe bitter name?, 

Slti Mar. V V"hy fo I did, but lookt for no 
O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Gto. 1 is done by me, and ends in Margaret. (felfe. 

rhus haue you breathed your curfe againfl your * 

QM. Poore painted Qiicene,vaine flourish of my f or- 
V V ny drevvft thou fuger on that botlcd fpider, (tun es 
Whole deadly web inlnireth thee about# 
Foole,foole,thou whetfl a knife to kill thy felfe. 

The time will come Vvhen thou fhalt wi£h for me, 
help thee curfe that poifond bunchbackt toad. 

/<«/?, balfe boading woraan,cnd thy frantik curfe, 

Leaft to thy barme thou moue our patience. 

Sh_M* Foule.fhame vpon you, you haue all mou’d 
%t fVe re you well feru’d you would be taugfi^your 
^M. T o ferue me well, you all fhould do me 
Teach me to be your Quecne,andyou nv 
~ ferue me well, and teach your fellies that 
^or/T Difpute not with her,fheis lunatique. 

^yft, Peace maiflerMarquefle, you arcmalapertg 
fire-new ftampe of honour is fcarce currant# 
it your young nobilitic could indgc, 
f were to loofe it and be miferablc: 
that (land high ,haue many blafis to /hake them 3 
no if they fall,theydafih them fid ues to peeces; 

Gto, Good counfell rnarry,learneit,leainei 
Dorf It toucheth you (my Lordjasmui 
gto, Yea, and much more,but I 
Gur aierie buildcth in the Cedars top, 

And dallies with the winde,and fcornes the fur 
And turnes the funne to'fhade,alas, 

Witnes my fonne,now in the fhade of death, 

Whofe bright out/hining beames, thy cloudh 
Hath in eternall darkncfle foulded T 
Your aierie buildcthin our airies 
O God thatfeefl it, do notl 
As it was wonne with blood, loll belt Id. 

Buck. Haue done for fhamc if not 
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Vncharitably with me haue you dealt , 

And fhamefully by you my hopes are Lutcherd, 

My charitieis outrage,life my lliame, 

And in my fhamc ftill hue my iotrowes rage. 

Q, Mar, O priccly Buckingham, I will kifle thy hand. 
In fizne of league and amide with thee: 

Now faire befall thee, and thy princely houfe, 

7hy garments are not fpottedwith our blood, 

Nor thou within the compafTe of my curfe, 

Buck, Nor no one here, for curfes neuer paflc 
The lips of thofe that breath them in the ayre. _ 

J^M.Ile notbeleeuebut they afeend the ski*. 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Look when he fawncs, hebites,& when he bites. 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, be ware of him; 

Sinne.death.and hell haue fet their marks on him, 1 
And all their miniflers attend on him, 

Gto. What doth (he fay my Lo:of Buckingham? 

Buck. Nothing that /refpeft my gracious Lord, 
jQ^M. Whatdoell thou fcorne me for my gentle coud- 
And footh the diuel that / vvarne thee from ? (fell, 

O but remember this an other day* 

When he /hall fpiitthy very heart with forrow, 

And fay pooi e Margaret was a prophetdle : 

Liue each ofyou the fubie&s of his hate. 

And heto you, and all of you to Gods. ' Exit, 
Haft , My haire doth {land on end to heare her curfes. 
Riu, And fo doth mine, l wonder fhecs at libcrde, 

Gto. /cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong.and 1 repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

. j£u. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Gto, But you haue all the vantage of this wron^ 

3 was' too hot to do forae body good, 

To at is too cold in thinking ofit now: 

Marry as for Claraace,hc is well repaid, 


